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Making Meney,

P

*Why. Aon't vou make  monev? my
Slends say Lo mie
And I rell them | do nat know how
Then they glve me the laugh waod U
gentle “Come off
And the slangy What's euating you
now?’

They say 1T could do |t
1T 1T worked like the

ne cpey ae nnt
foellows who Jdo

That T've got as much sense as many
they know
Who have gathered a million or twoe

They =ay it I8 ensy onough to get vich
If & fellow will only work hard

No matter whatever the field of his toll
In rallways, finances or lard

They xav 1T have bhiains and a good gift
of gah
And =nceess in the making aof friends;
That 1 ought to make money and fame
for m man

I= Kknown by the money he sapends,

They tell me these things with a confi
dent alr,
And I'm eure they helieve what they
AN,
For they jeer when 1 tell them 1 can not
hecanse
The Lord didn't bulld me that way.
But '« true, just the same, and these

friends wonldn't angh
If T sunid that 1 counldn't write verse
Oor e other =tuntg In the provines of art
Where weaith i=sn't mensared by purse,
The port, the
horn—
He can’'t make himeell otherwise,
No matter how hard he may work nor
how long
I1le may struggle to win the falr prize,

padnter, the sculptor s

And =0 with the genius who plles up his
phle
Until he has millions to spare.
T'nless he I8 born with the =poon In his
mouth
You can bet he will never get there,
Collley’'s Weekly,
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BAGLEY'S BURGLAR

BY "KARL”

John Bagley got his feet very wet
the other day during & downpour in
the city; but as the weather was still
warm he recked little of colds  All
day he trotted about his office, and
when night came he went snifling
home to Mrs. Bagley.

He took some quinine and two
glasses of whisky, and then grew nerv-
ous, Then Mrs. Bagley told him—or
he thought so—when they were in the
dining room, to put a [ew grains of
chloral in a tumbler of water and,
after he had drunk the contents of
that tumbler, he'd sleep like a top.

“My head's spinning like one now,”
he =said, plaintively.

“Faor real bablness,” snorted Mrs.
Bagley, “recommend me to a man.
Here you've got a tiny little cold in

vour head and chest, and vou imagine |

you've got consumption, Never in my

life did | see such a baby.”
“1 seuppose.” said Bagley, meekly, us

[{ |

said plaintively,

he carefully measured out the ehloral
into a tumbler—"1 suppose this chlo-
ral won't hurt me?”

“Who told you to take chloral?” de-
mwanded Mrs. Bagley, imperiously.

“Why, vou did."”

“For heaven's =ake,
whisky has gone to

nian!—that
your head i

never cpered my mouth about |hl()-|

.
Bagley's eyes were starting from h's

hond He was lueoking at Mrs, Bagley
in sheer astonishment He conldn't
make head por 1ol of it; and he roa
st that he mns! have been intoxi-

cated or dreaming, and had unmistal-
ably been mistaken when he
she recommended ehloral,

“"Put that glass hack
gald Mis, Bagley.

Amd, still wondering In his hefud?
dled brain, he pul the glags back into
the closet, spilling more chloral out of
the vial info it as he did so.

When they had reached the top of
the stalrs, Bagley bethought _him of
a mustard plaster,

“1 think I'll get the two small mus-
fard plasters in the bathroom,” he sajd,
“and put 'em on for a few minutes."

“They're good and strong,” was
Mrs. Bagley's sole comment, as her
spouse carcied the two tiny exclte-
ment erealors gingerly into the bed-
room,

He put one on
chest, and then-

Those plasters hold.  There
wae no imidity, no indecision, no lack
of promptitude o their work. 1 he
very rapidity of their attack almost
dazedd him, and he looked out of the
window with a set, silly look on his
face.

Then he felt a great thirst come np-
on him. So much whisky parches the
throat, he thought; and how nice and
cool, how delicionsly comforting, how
tremendously soothing wonld a carate
of water taste, irrigating the dried-up
desert of his throat.

So he opened the bedroom door, and
was groping his way along the hall,
when a pair of muscular arms canght
him round the walst, banged him to
the floor, and a hurly form sat astride
him.

“Burglars,” he thougat, and the per-
spiration began anew.

“Where do yon keep yvour money ?”
asked the bmrglar,

“Mau, you're gitting plump down
with all your might on two of the hot-
test musiard plasters that ever deviled
a human being,” gasped Bagley.

“Wear mustard plaster, do you?"
asked the Burly One, sympathetically.
“1 used to wear ‘em once, Once a fer-
low, pal of mine—but I'll begin at the
beginning

“For pity's sake,” wailed Bagley,
“let me take these plasters off. 1l
open the safe fur you, tie up the silver,
do anything, only let me take the mus-
tard plasters off.”

“Not g0 fast, my boy,” muttered the
burglar. “I'll get off your chesq turn
my bull's-eye on you, and then you put
your hands above your head and pilot
me to the safe, I'll tell you what to do
then.”

The Burly One rose to his feet and
poor Bagley followed suit, Then,
writhing with pain, his hands straight
up in the air, and the bull's-eye lan
tern throwing 18 powerful rays on his
Lead (a fit halo for a tortured martyr),
Bagley led the procession of two into
the sitting room and stopped before
the safe.

“Now. man, by all you hold dear in
this world let me take the mustard
plasters off,” and Bagley dropped to
his knees in front of the safe, the tears
ol agony rolling down his flace.

“Open the safe,” grinned his perse-
cutor, “and you can take one plaster
oft.”

The fires of an nnguenchable Aetna,
ol a river of boiling oll, or a never-
ceasing Hades, were devouring Bag-
ley's bLreast. Almost blinded by the
tears that would come, whether he
willed or not, he tried the lock, Twice
his haste yeacted against him, and he
was forced to begin anew. The third
attempt and the sale door opened,

With a glad ery Bagley's bands went

thought

in the closet,

either side of his

ook

: | to his chest, but a grip of strong fin-
“My head's spinning like one now,” he |

gers about his throat and the gleaming
barrel of a pistal pointing within a
wink of his eye caused the hands to
drop nervously beside him,

“Keep cool,” said bis guest. “n
take the plasters off meself,” and suit-
ing the action to the word, the Burly
One pulled one of the plasters from
Bagley's quivering chest, The chest
was carnaticped and horribly puffy.

“Stand with your back to me and
vour Lande above vour head. A lttle
10 the left, please. There, that will do

l
|

than!
Vo have of vl
“But the other plaster?

vers
whal

nieely, Vet Now, 'l ged

sinspand g
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“DPash the other plaster!™ sald (b,
burglnr “TH put thig one in m)
pocket, and in caze you feel chilly iy

vour nlghtdown 11 clap it on vour

bhaek, You don’t teel eold, do you?
he added =olicitously.,

“I mever felt warmer In omy life,
quickly responded Ragley.

The burglar *ook  his time, and

nearly evervihing ¢lse worth taking,
“Now.," he said, in a erisp business

ione, “let’s see what we have down
stafrs.”
“Anvthing 1 have In the world 1)

give," sald Bagley, honrsely, “if you'll
only take this other plaster off. ['m
dving, man—this is killing me I'm
belng burned to a crisp before your
very eyes. Come down stalrs quickly,
.ot me give vou the ceut glass and the
gilver—anvthing, everything is yours
it vou'll only take this other plaster
off.”

“glint np”
“I don’t want every
to hear yvou, Come down stairs, te up
the bhoodle, and 1711 take the other
blister maker off of you.™

Down stairs they went. “Take it off!
tnke it off!” walled Bagley.

The Burly One, very slowly, and as
if enjoving hugely the torment of his
vietim, pulled off the remaining plas.
ter. Then Bagley collapsed In a little
heap on the floor.

Meanwhile the burglar was getting
his plunder in shape.  When he was
ready to depart, he bent over the un
conscions Bagley and held a mastard
plagter to the sufferer’'s nose.  I'be of
fect was magnetic. Hagley was on his
feet in an instant, dazed, but thor
onghly allve 1o the faect that his unp-

rudely sald the guest

one within a mi

welcome guest was asking for some-
tning.

“What do you want now?" queried
Ragley,

“Something 1o eat and something to
drink,” ecalmly responded the Burly
One. “I'm hungry and thirsty. Hurry

it up, ton, or I'll elap these on yon
agzain,” and he threw down the mus-
tard plasters on the dining table,
Bagley needed no second bidding
He was beginning to feel hetter, e

was quite sure his cold was cured,
and he and the burglar fetehed the
cold meat from the paniry and

brought it into the dining-room. The
burglar showed himsell & master at
carving. “Used to he a carver in a
restanrant,” he said, 1 carved the
boss one day.”

And Bagley instead of shuddering
langhed heartily.

“l.et’'s have some beer, too,” s=ald
Bagley, gleclully.

“Now youre talking,” sald the
guest, “'Get your glasses and I'm with
yon.”

The bLeer was in the pantry but the |

glasses were in the china closet, and

to the china closet Baglev went. He |

picked up the two glasses nearest him,
and then—then he almost fell to the
floor as a mighty thonght went crash-
ing and crunching and hurling through
his little braln. One of the glagses in
his hand had chloral!—a big dose of
chloral!

“1I'll get the beer now,” he said,

“All right,” responded the Burly
One; “but hurry it up, for I've got a
ihirst on,”

It was the work of a minute for
Bagley to pour a bottle of beer into
the two glasses and to bring in two
extra hottles besides. The chloral
heer he handed to the burglar.

“"Here's to the mustard plasters.’
sald the burglar, lifting his glass and
grinning.

“And here's a good sleep to you
after your night's work,"” gaid Bagley,
also grinning.

And they both drank.

A scowl flashed across the Burly
One's face. “Your beer's heen kept
too long. Tastes mouldy.” he said.

“Yes," said Bagley, turning up his
noge disdainfully; “tastes over ripe,
Better than nothing, though,'

Baglev's bouse coat was hanging on
the back of the Burly One's chalr
“You'll ind cigars in there if you care
to smoke,” he eaid,

The burglar fiehed in the coat pocket

{ the lable

poa gleepy gorl of fashion and found

0 ol He took 1t out slowly and
azed on e oo osolemn gort of way
Fhen he bl off the end and tapped
Ve panr o on the table almlessly, n9
P e aldn’t know exactly what to do
with e opencd his eyes hoavily

I'iem he
taved olosad.
wis on his feet inoan instant
it the Kitehon, e found
the clothesline and with it hurried (o
the dining room.  He pulled back the

anmd gazed blankly at Bagley,
closed his eyes and then

(£ FIT O
mpd ol

chalr on which the Burly One was
sloeping, pulled 1t back very gent'y,
and hig gaest slipped (o the floor.
Quickly Hagley tied those huge logs
together, not once, nor twice, Lot
three times,  He rolled the sleeper
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“Those plasters are mlighty powerful,”
ventured Bagley sympathetically.

Then, the legs
securely hound, Bagley took off the
burglar's cooat, walsteont and Aannel
chirt, Maolstening each of the mustard
plasters he clapped them on the mas-
sive chest, and then, as Lthe anclents

as vne would a log,

swathed a mummy, so0 did Bagley
swathe with clothes line the jnuni-
maie form of that burglar, Persple-

ing, though happy, Bagley, by way of
celebrating the event, it every gas jet
In the room, put on his house coat, lit
a cigar and walched with glistening
eyves the nnegual fight between chloral
and mustard plasters.

It was an unequal fight., The Burly
One pave a slignt shadder, then a big-
ger one, then a bigger yet—then open-
el hig eves,

“Those plusters are mighty power-
ful,” venured Bagley, sympathetically.

The buwrglar vouchsafed not a word.
Once or twice he struggled, but soom
saw fhat a thousand years ol endeavor
could not loosen one strand of (he
cord. Then the perspiration began
ta roll down his face,

“Wonderful, Isn't 1t?"
Do you unotice how the feeling of
warmth egpreads from the chest to
the feet and from thence to the hips?"”

The Burly One kept his peace, Three
o'clock struck.

“Pardon me,” sald Bagley, “if 1
don’t treat you with the courtesy due
to a gnest from bhis host, but I must
go upstairs and get a wink of sleep.
I'll be back about 5 o'cloek, because
I'm afrald the servant might be fright-
ened if she saw you here in this undig-
nified attitude on the floor, Allow me
to gag vou a bit; ro: ah, not too tight

I want you to breathe easily, but not
call out. Now ['ll leave the things
you took from the safe and the silver
beside the beer and meat. Help vour-
gelf, and be perfectly comfortable.
You'll find your nnsmoked cigar on
here, and matches on the
muantelshelf. Be perfectly at home,

sald Bagley.

and don't hesftate to ring for me If
vou want anything. Hope the mus-
tard plasters are not chilling  you.

Good night and pleasant dreams.”

And Bagley turpned out the gas,
made a low bow in the dark In the
direction of his guest, and wenl up

stalre 1o bed —London Opinion,

Before attempting to stand by his
colore & man should first make sure
that he isn't color-blind,
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